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First Duty 


PART ONE 


By Cavan Scott 


Star Wars Insider’s exclusive fiction continues with an all-new 
The High Republic story from the author of Dooku: Jedi Lost. 


Breathe, dammit. 
Breathe! 


elko Jahen 
was pleased 
that no one 
could hear the 
conversation 
that was 
running 
through her 
head as the 
shuttle dropped out of hyperspace. 

The tall, silver-skinned Soikan had 
spent much of her life in the muddy 
trenches of her home planet, dodging 
blasters and evading remotes. She’d seen 
horrors that would stay with her forever, 
and bravery beyond compare, and here 
she was, a veteran of the Soikan conflict, 
dumbstruck by the sight of a gleaming 
space station. 

Granted it was the most beautiful 
space station ever created, from its 
luminescent central disc to the majestic 
Jedi spire topped with the gleaming 
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way Dagni had shown her, although 
her surroundings couldn’t have been 
more different from that of Soika battle 
command. The smell was better for a 
start, everything so new and lustrous. 
Her crisp Republic uniform was smarter 
than her old insurgent fatigues and her 
long white hair, usually pulled roughly 
into a ponytail, swept up immaculately 
into a tight triple bun that had taken her 
most of yesterday to master. And then 
there was the atmosphere. Not the air 
itself, although that was fresh enough; 
no, it was the sense of excitement that 
permeated the place, the feeling that 
anything was possible. 

“Administrator Jahen!” 

Velko turned at the sound of the 
voice. A green-skinned Ovissian was 
pushing through the throng, her smile 
almost as broad as the yellow horns that 
stretched from her head. “Welcome to 
Starlight. The Controller asked me to 
fetch you.” 

Velko felt herself straighten at Rodor 
Keen’s title, a callback to her training. 


My bedside manner isn’t usually this bad, 
I promise.” 

Velko flashed what she hoped 
was a reassuring smile. “You’re doing 
fine. I must admit, I’m feeling a little 
overwhelmed myself.” 

They slipped into a waiting turbolift, 
and the doors closed smoothly behind 
them. Okana jabbed a button and 
the car started up the shaft. 

“Don’t worry. That passes soon 
enough, or so I’ve been told...” 

If the hangar bay had been awe- 
inspiring, Starlight’s medcenter was 
simply mind-blowing, especially for 
someone whose experience of medical 
facilities had been field hospitals caked 
with mud and the Force knew what else. 
Velko had never seen so many patients, 
even at the height of the insurgency. 
Okana led her through a seemingly 
endless succession of spotless wards, 
medical staff and droids flitting from one 
sufferer to the next. She spotted Amanin, 
Elomin, Boltrunians, and humans as they 


VELKO HAD SEEN HOLOS OF STARLIGHT, EVEN STUDIED 
THE SCHEMATICS, BUT HAD NEVER REALIZED HOW MUCH 
THE STATION LOOKED LIKE A GLEAMING LIGHTSABER. 


lantern that gave the facility its name: 
Starlight Beacon. 

Velko had seen holos of Starlight, 
even studied the schematics, but had 
never realized how much the station 
looked like a gleaming lightsaber 
revolving regally in the star-filled 
expanse of the frontier. 

“You're a long way from home, Vel,” 
she said quietly to herself as the shuttle 
swept through the vast hangar doors. 
Of course, putting as many parsecs 
between her and Soika had largely been 
the point of applying to the Republic 
administration corps, to run from the 
ghosts of her past. No. That wasn’t 
entirely true. She was here to serve 
the Republic, and where better than 
the symbol of light and hope on the 
fringes of the known galaxy? 

That didn’t stop Velko from being 
taken aback as the shuttle hatch opened. 
There were so many people. So much 
noise. She gripped hold of the ramp’s 
safety rail, trying to center herself the 
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Even the Soika Liberation Force had 
respected the chain of command. 

“Ts the Controller in the operations 
hub?” Velko asked. 

The Ovissian laughed, an infectious 
trill. “He wishes. He’s in the medcenter.” 

Velko’s eyes flicked down towards the 
scrubs her new companion was wearing, 
as pristine as the hangar’s walls. “Is he 
well?” 

“Oh, absolutely. The pressure hasn’t 
got to him yet.” The Ovissian’s smile 
faltered for a moment. “That’s not to 
suggest that he isn’t up to the job. It’s 
just... well, you’ll see when we get there.” 

They hurried out into an equally 
packed corridor. 

“Y’m Okana, by the way.” 

“You're a medic.” 

“Junior nurse. Been here three days. 
Feels like three weeks.” 

“That bad?” 

“Oh, no. Not at all. It’s just been a 
lot.” Okana’s cheeks flushed emerald. 
“Sorry, I’m not putting you at ease, am I? 


rushed past, even a couple of willowy 
Hassarians; one lying in a bone stabilizer 
and the other suspended in a bacta tank, 
an ammonia breather over its long snout. 

“There are so many.” 

“Patients or wards?” 

“Both.” She couldn’t help but be 
amazed at the medics, keeping calm in 
the face of such suffering. “Are these all 
from the Great Disaster?” 

Okana nodded. “The Emergences? Yes. 
Can you imagine it? One minute you’re 
living life as normal and the next debris is 
raining down from hyperspace. Hospitals 
are overrun from here to Vjun, if they 
exist at all. The worst cases are sent here, 
quite the operation by all accounts...” 

The Ovissian led them through one 
last set of sliding doors, almost walking 
into two men Velko recognized from 
the briefing report she had been sent to 
read prior to her arrival. The Kessurian 
was Jedi Master Estalu Maru, resplendent 
in his temple robes, a squat orange and 
white astromech at his side. The human 


was who Velko had expected to welcome 
her in the hangar: Rodor Keen, head of 
Republic operations on Starlight and her 
direct superior. 

“Controller,” she said, extending a 
hand in greeting. “I’m Velko Jahen...” 

“My new aide,” Keen responded, 
and returned the gesture with a firm but 
not unfriendly grip. “I’m glad to finally 
meet you.” 

The implication in his comment 
took her by surprise. “I came as soon 
as I received the posting, sir.” 

Keen raised an apologetic palm “And 
I meant no offense, Administrator,” he 
said. “Things have been a little hectic 
here, of late.” 

“Starlight is operating at peak 
efficiency,” Maru protested. “I have 
been monitoring every department 
on a constant basis.” 

“With unwavering efficiency,” Keen 
confirmed, the tension between the two 
men obvious. Velko could guess why. 
The station was co-managed by Republic 
officials and the Jedi Order, a symbol 
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“Administrator, may I introduce 
our Head of Security, Ghal Tarpfen. 
She’s a new arrival, like you.” 

The Mon Calamari barely even 
acknowledged her, concentrating 
instead on Keen. 

“Controller, this entire section is a 
diplomatic incident waiting to happen. 
We have patients from warring territories 
lying side-by-side, with no thought of 
what they might do to each other when 
they regain consciousness.” 

“Unfortunately, the Great Disaster 
paid little attention to political 
boundaries,” Maru said, displaying a 
mastery of sarcasm that surprised Velko. 
“But that is why we are here, to ease any 
tensions that may arise.” 

Beside him, the astromech beeped 
with alarm. 

“Kaysee-Seventyate is right, Maru. You 
and I have duties to perform elsewhere,” 
Keen reminded the Kessurian before 
adding a hasty: “separately.” 

In response, Maru fished a datapad 
from his robes. “Nonsense. I can monitor 


“T'll need it,” the Mon Cal muttered, 
glowering at the back of the Kessurian. 

“He’s not what I expected,” Velko 
ventured with a smile, only to be 
rewarded with a look cool enough 
to freeze lava. 

“You're Soikan. A soldier?” 

“Used to be.” 

“Part of the Livtak Union?” 

“No. I fought for the Gagic Alliance.” 

Tarpfen frowned, studying the silver 
scales that lined Velko’s sharp cheekbones 
and the lilac eyes she shared with the 
rest of the Jahen clan. “I’m sorry. I just 
thought, what with your coloring...” 

“My father was Livtak, but my mother 
was Gagic.” 

“That must have been difficult.” 

“Not really. Father defected as soon 
as he realized what the Livtak were 
planning.” Velko clapped her hands 
together, keen to change the subject. 
“So, where do you need me?” 

She glanced around the ward, and 
was grateful for the warm smile she 
received from Okana. The junior nurse 


“MY NEW AIDE.” KEEN RESPONDED, AND RETURNED 
THE GESTURE WITH A FIRM BUT NOT UNFRIENDLY GRIP. 
“PM GLAD TO FINALLY MEET YOU.” 


of the harmony between the two great 
institutions and, if their reputations 
were anything to go by, both Keen and 
Maru were known to be hands-on. You 
didn’t have to be an empath to sense 
Keen’s frustration as the Jedi continued, 
seemingly oblivious to the effect his 
words were having: 

“Although, I have identified 
one-hundred-and-seventy-three 
improvements that could be made, 
from Cah Norne’s engineering section 
to station security protocols.” 

“Improvements? This I have to hear.” 

All eyes turned to the Mon Calamari 
who stalked from a nearby room. Dressed 
in a security uniform, she moved like a 
caged targon, a holstered blaster hanging 
from her hip. 

“Ah, Chief Tarpfen,” Maru said, 

“T’ve been meaning to run through my 
recommendations with you. It shouldn’t 
take long. Only an hour or two.” 

The Mon Cal crossed her muscular 
arms. “Is that all?” 


operations as easily here as I could in the 
hub, and if Marshal Kriss requires me—” 

“There is no need,” Keen cut in, 
speaking before Tarpfen could cause a 
diplomatic incident of her own. “After 
all, we have Administrator Jahen...” 

“Me?” Velko said, instantly wishing 
that her voice hadn’t come out in such 
a squeak. “But I thought I would be 
working with you?” 

Jedi’s blade! Could she sound any 
more needy? 

Keen was already walking for the door. 
“Don’t worry, you'll be sick of the sight 
of me soon enough. The Chief will show 
you the ropes. Maru?” 

The Jedi still wasn’t showing any sign 
of following his Republic counterpart, 
not until KC-78 gave him a none-too- 
subtle nudge. 

“Yes, yes, thank you my friend,” the 
Jedi muttered as he allowed himself to be 
guided out of the ward. “I look forward 
to our little chat, Chief Tarpfen. May the 
Force be with you.” 


was assisting an Anacondan that Velko 
recognized from her files as Doctor 
Gino’le, the station’s Chief of Medical 
Operations, a brilliant surgeon who had 
grafted cybernetic limbs to his snake-like 
body to better care for his patients. At 
present, he was administering drugs to 

a prone Medoslean, the huge jelly fish- 
like being spread over not one but two 
trauma-cots. 

“You can start in there,” Tarpfen said, 
thrusting a webbed thumb at the room 
behind her. “Good luck.” 

“With what?” 

“You ll seew 

The chief brushed past, heading for a 
cubicle on the opposite side of the ward, 
leaving Velko where she stood. 

“Right. Excellent. I’ll carry on then.” 

Chewing her lip, Velko turned and 
hurried into a room to find a craggy-faced 
Skembo lying on a medibed, both of his 
short legs in magna-casts. Beside him 
stood an impressive bodyguard droid, 
each of its four arms mounted with > 
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» ablaster above a set of equally deadly- 


looking pincers. 

“Who are you?” the Skembo 
demanded, with a voice like someone 
gargling rockrete. 

“My name’s Velko Jahen,” she replied, 
still not knowing what she was supposed 
to be doing. She started towards the bed, 
only to stop sharp as the rocky-skinned 
patient squawked in alarm. 

“You're supposed to wait by the door.’ 

“By the door?” 

“Yes. To guard it.” 

Velko shifted nervously, all-too-aware 
that the bodyguard was glaring at her 
with a single glowing photoreceptor. 

“T think there’s been a mistake. I’m 
not a guard. I’ll just go and find...” 

“No!” the Skembo yelled, flicking 
out a long tongue to grab a grape from 
the bowl on the bedside unit. “I was 
promised a guard at all times and yet 
have been left alone for hours.” 

“You have your droid,” Velko pointed 
out, wiping a grape pip he’d spat across 
the room from her cheek. 


Ue 
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Velko was about to try to assuage the 
ambassador’s fears when a crash sounded 
from the ward outside, followed by an 
ear-piercing siren. 

“Now what’s happening?” Ceeril 
yelped as Velko dived out of the door. 

“Tl go see.” 

“No! Don’t leave me,” the ambassador 
screamed. “I’m not supposed to be left 
alone! What about the Hassarians?” 

But the Hassarian menace, real or 
imaginary, was the least of Velko’s 
wotries. Ahead of her, the Medoslean 
had reared up from its repulsor bed, its 
fronds wrapped around the necks of 
both Okana and the serpentine surgeon. 
Tarpfen was already charging forward, 
her blaster unclipped. 

“Don’t shoot,” Gino’le cried out 
before the security chief could fire. “She’s 
having a reaction to the treatment. She 
doesn’t know what she’s doing.” 

“We need to stabilize her,” Okana 
croaked, her voice almost unrecognizable 
as she pointed wildly at the floor. 

Velko’s eyes dropped down to a hypo 


“Quite well, Nurse,” the serpent said, 
examining his patient, who was snoring 
lightly through her vocabulator. 

Velko hurried over to Tarpfen who 
was attempting to use the end of the 
medibed to haul herself up. 

“Woah there,” she said, as the Mon 
Cal pitched forwards. “That was quite 
a knock.” 

“And quite a roll from you,” Tarpfen 
acknowledged, grabbing hold of Velko’s 
arms to steady herself. Velko allowed 
herself to enjoy the compliment as 
Doctor Gino’le scuttled over, metal legs 
clattering on the deck. 

“Oh dear, dear, dear,” he tutted, 
flashing a medical sensor into Tarpfen’s 
eyes. “A level nine concussion if I’m not 
mistaken. You’re going to need some 
time in a rejuvenator, Chief.” 

“Too much to do,” Tarpfen slurred, 
attempting to stand on her own two 
feet with little success. “They’re relying 
on me.” 

“Hey,” Velko said, “I can look after 
things here. Even Ambassador Ceeril. 


A FROND WHIPPING OUT TOWARDS HER, VELKO 
RACED FORWARD, DROPPING BENEATH THE TENTACLE 
TO SCOOP UP THE INJECTOR AS SHE SLID PAST. 


“But they made me drain his blaster 
gas! No weapons allowed on the ward, 
unless you're Starlight staff.” His yellow 
eyes flicked down to her waist. “You do 
have a blaster don’t you?” 

Velko parted her hands in apology. 
“I’m afraid not. I’m just an aide, and-” 

The Skembo didn’t let her finish. 
“This is intolerable. Don’t you know 
who I am?” At least he saved her further 
blushes of answering by providing the 
answer himself. “Ceeril? Ambassador 
of Rion?” 

“Ah, yes, of course,” she said, as if 
that explained everything. 

“T was promised protection when I 
was brought here. There are Hassarians in 
the medcenter. I have seen them with my 
own eyes.” 

At least that made things clearer. The 
Hassarians and Skembo had been rivals 
for centuries, but neither of the lilac- 
maned Hassarians they’d passed earlier 
could be considered any kind of threat 
in their condition. 
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lying just out of either medics’ reach. 
“The injector—there!” 

“T see it,” Tarpfen said, diving for 
the booster as the massive patient 
convulsed. A tentacle shot out, striking 
the Mon Cal across the head. She flew 
back, her skull cracking sharply against 
a nearby medibed. 

Velko didn’t stop to check on the 
chief, even as Tarpfen slumped to the 
floor. A frond whipping out towards her, 
Velko raced forward, dropping beneath 
the tentacle to scoop up the injector as 
she slid past. Trying not to think about 
the awful rattle that was emanating from 
Okana’s throat, she rolled back up and 
slammed the hypo into the Medoslean’s 
crown, pressing down on the trigger. The 
booster gave a hiss and the Medoslean 
sagged, its rigid body deflating like a 
balloon, tentacles loosening from around 
the medics’ necks. 

“Thank you,” Okana gasped, pulling 
herself free and looking over to Gino’le. 
“Are you alright, Doctor?” 


Thanks for that, by the way. He’s... 
quite special.” 

Tarpfen gave a punch-drunk but, 
Velko thought, genuine smile that 
dropped away as a scream rang out. 
Before any of them could stop her, the 
chief had pushed Gino’le aside and was 
staggering towards Ceeril’s room where 
a Rodian patient was staring through the 
doorway, suckered hand over her mouth. 

Tarpfen stumbled as she reached the 
threshold, but Velko caught her. 

“Steady now.” 

“Don’t waste time worrying about me. 
Worry about him.” 

Velko looked up and gasped. The 
ambassador’s bodyguard was sprawled on 
the floor, a gaping hole where its head 
should be, but that wasn’t the worst of it. 

Ceeril himself was draped over the 
bed, head lolled back and mouth open, 

a column of twisting smoke rising from 
the blaster burn at the center of his chest. 


TO BE CONTINUED... @ 
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